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we were all round the village and every gully and exit
that might lead up to it was closed with gendarmes.
We sat and waited for the light. I left the horses in
the valley and climbed a hill to watch. Suddenly
outside our ring I saw a man creeping through a field
of maize and then another and yet another. Then they
burst into full view running hard. I blew the alarm.
The orders were to catch and, if possible, not to kill. In
a garden below the horses were being fed. Before they
were bridled up the men were 500 yards away among
the gullies at the foot of the great mountain of Keish
Dagh that leans over the village. Then came the
gendarmes riding hard and firing from the saddle as
they rode, and every gendarme on the hills let fly and
the air was full of the crack and drone of bullets.
Sidki was leading on his white stallion. With my
glasses I saw the men separate. Two ran up the hills
and one come doubling back down a gully, and as he
passed he fired at Sidki and man and horse went down,
with the horse hit. After him came Ali and Hussein.
The horses and the man ran neck and neck. The man
with great strides and slipping between the boulders,
round which the horses had to detour, running at an
incredible pace, drew away. I caught up a rifle and
raced to intercept him. My heavy field boots weighed
like lead. For a second I saw him clearly and then he
was hidden in a ravine; and as he went over the sky-
line a quarter of a mile away I fired and saw the dust
kick up beside him, and he was gone.
It was Karaoglan, an immense gorilla of a man with
long arms and a tremendous chest and dark and hand-